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WHILE Poets, touch’d with Pxorsus’ facred fire, 
In ftrains renown’d, fweet as the charms they paint, 
Have fung of Gronear, or of Gairbals Hitt, 

My humbler Mufe with fond delight fhall ftray 

To fcenes familiar ; to this peaceful fpot, 

Lefs fam’d perhaps, but not lefs dear ; {hall fing 

Of thee, O Bewsery, and, with raptur’d eye, 


Hang on thy rural charms, and fylvan fcenes. 


Here, from the fummit of this rifing brow, 
I gaze around, and while yon gaudy Eaft 
The God of day bedecks with ftreaming gold, 
Thro’ dewy mifts, which at his glad approach 
Diffolve away, the widening profpe& view. 
st B O! may 


~ 
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O! may the ftill ferenity around 
To fober thought attune the temper’d mind, 


And make my fong in fweeter numbers flow. 


Come, meek-eyed Contemplation, hither lead 
Thy fair attendant, fweet Tranquillity, 
The nymph, whofe winning {miles, and placid mien, 
Drive from the pleas’d and fympathetic breaft 
Each rude emotion-: at her look fedate, 
Care flies precipitate, and leaves the heart 
Alive to every calm, congenial joy. ) 
O! come, and breathe into my humble lay 
A penfive caft of thought, a ferious vein 


Of melancholy foftnefs, not too fad ; 


Such as will ferve to footh; but not deprefs. 


See, where yon venerable manfion rears 
Its aged front, in rude majeftic ftate 
Tow’ring ; and fuch as erft our artlefs Sires, 
More ftudious of convenience and of eafe 
Than labour’d elegance, admir’d and priz’d: 


Emblem, 
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Emblem, perhaps, of their plain, honeft minds, 
Which cherifh’d more the charms of innate worth, 
Than all the tinfel glare of outfide fhow. 
As yet the bold Corinthian had not learnt 
To rear in AxBron’s untaught ifle the head 
Magnific ; nor as yet, with fimpler grace, 
Th’ Ionian, or the Doric pile afpir’d ; 
Uplifting domes, proud-{welling, to the fky. 
But yet to him, whom, fond of rural eafe, 
The fober Goddefs Contemplation loves, 
Thefe walls, imbrown’d by Time’s all-changing pow’r, 
Yield more delight, than all that modern Art 
With oftentatious hand can now difplay : 
For thefe folicit the enraptur’d mind 
To meafure back Time’s diftant track, and view 
Ages, when, here tho’ Science had not dawn’d, 
Astra pleas’d had left again the fkies, 
Among our Sires with Innocence to dwell. 
When, tho’ the Arts fearce deign’d to caft a look 
On this fequefter’d ifle, yet here were found 
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The manly virtues, Honour, ‘Valour, Truth, 
Show’ring their influence thro’ this favour’d land, 


And in the ftraw-built cot content to ftay. 


\ 


Peruaps in yonder arch’d, time-hallow’d porch, 
Round which the creeping woodbine, fragrant, twines 
Its fondling branches, there has mufing fat 
Full many a Hero (in thofe warlike times 
Each was a Hero) who with gen’rous glow 
Has view'd his fields, and garden’s fimple pride, 


With no parterres adorn’d, or thrown his eye 


Acrofs the landfeape, while his country’s love 
(Such as the bold Caracracus might own) 
Swell’d in his breaft, and fir’d his haughty foul. 


Yonper have dwelt (if Hift’ry claims belief)* 
Thofe, who in days of Chivalry have fhone 


* The Botelers or Butlers, who formerly refided here, were a very ancient and honourable family, as 
appears by Dugdale’s Baronage, vol. I. p. 653. and alfo by Camden’s Britannia, Leigh’s Laneathire, 
and Bolton’s extinét Peerage ; in the laft of which authors it is faid, {peaking of Butler, , 

*« Several of that name, of Beawfy near Warrington, were fummoned to parliament by the title of 
Baron Butler of Beaufy, in the reigns of Edward the firfl and Edward the fecond,” 


Confpicuous 
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Confpicuous in the warlike Tournament 5 


And to th’ admiring circle have advane’d 


On richly-mantled fteed, his lofty plumes 
Nodding defiance, as he prane’d along.’ 

While to the trumpet’s animating found 

His louder neighs re-echoed; on his back 

The valiant Champion, clad in dazzling fteel, 
Rode, proudly-ftern, and with gigantic arm 
Wielded the glitt’ring lance’s mafly weight. 

Not lefs intrepid has his eager Foe 

Enter’d the lifts, when each, his lance quick-couch’d, 
Spurs to the hoftile fight his ardent fteed, 
Impatient: both with equal ftrength endure, 

Firm in their feats, the firft impetuous fhock : 
Again, with force redoubled, they renew 

The fierce affault, till fhiver’d thro’ the air 

The ufelefs weapons fly. The fight revives ; 
Forth from the thigh the burnifh’d fabre fprings 
Inftant, and, wielded with a mighty hand, 


Flames broad and horrid, as upon the creft 


Of 
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Of the lefs ready foe it fudden falls : 

Unable to fuftain the furious blow,’ 

Prone to the ground the vanquith'd hero finks ; 
And thund’ring plaudits rend the echoing fky. 


Sucu fports as thefe, Bai raNnta, once were thine, 
When all thy noble youths, ambitious, ftrove 
In feats of arms to fhine, train’d and inur’d 
To warlike deeds: taught by their valiant Sites, 
Arms were their fole employ, their fole delight. 


Bur every: Good (fo certain Fate has will’d) 
Owns its attendant Evil ; for from hence, 
As time roll’d on, -fprang jealoufies, and pride, 
And civil difcords:Friendfhip’s facred leagues 
Bow’d to their darling paflion: neighb’ring pow’r 
Excited envy ; envy fancied wrongs ; 
And thefe were but the prelide to a fcene b 
Of ftrife nad bloodfhed, malice and revenge. 
Ev’n here the conteiplative eye may trace 
Marks of this martial genius ; for behold! ~ 

Throughout 
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Throughout is laid a fyftem of defence.) =) i, 15 5. 
Built on an eminence, in caftle-form, 32 igeoh 


Securely proud, yon folemn pile commands © ...),>.) + 
The ample view around ; the moat, deep-fill’d 
With ambient waters, bays approaching foes. 


Bur yet th’ hiftoric page records a tale, 


Crimfon’d with blood, when ev’ a thefe ftately wall 
: } AoW 
As yet uninjurd by the fhocks of time, 


Could not the fword of maffacre repel. 
From their own guarded Lord : for civil ftrife 
Bade here dark Murder his fell poignard fteep 
In the defencelefs breaft.* A hireling band, 
At 


* The following isa copy of a dideanbesigh:in, the Bodleién litwarys wiih wikisdewe the above, 
and the circumftances that follow. 


«« Sir John Butler K*. was flaine in his bedde by the procurement of the Lord Standley Sir Piers 
Leigh and Mifter Will. Savage joining with him in that’ a€tion (corrupting his fervants) his porter 
fetting a light in a window to give knowledge upon the water that was about his houfe: at Bewfey 
(where your way to **** comes) "They came over the moate in lether boats and fo to his chamber, 
where one of his fervants named Houlcrofte was flaine being his chamberlaine, the other bafely betrayed 
his mafter, they payed him’a great reward and foe coming away with him they hanged him at a tree 
in Bewfey Parke ; After this Sir John Butler’s Lady profecuted thofe that flew her hufband and **** 
£20 for that fuitc, but being married to the Lord Grey he made her fuite voy’d for which reafon fhe 

parted 
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At dead of night, when Nature funk to reft, 
And fleep fecure had thefe proud tow’rs difarm’d, 
Hither infidious ftole. Their dread defigns 
Bafe-creeping fraud forewent, and bribery fped. 
For from yon window of old Gothic form 
Beam’d light perfidious, fet by venal hands, 
Guiding their filent fteps. The guardian moat 


Saw wond’ring its ftrange paflengers, borne o’er 


parted from her hufband and came into Lancafhire faying if my Lord will not let me have my will of 
my hufband’s enemies, yet fhall my body be buried by him and fhe caufed a tomb of alablafter to be 
made whe fhe lyeth on the - - hand of her hufband Sir John Butler. 


The occafion of the murder was this. 


«* King Harry the feventh being to come to Latham the erle his brother-in-law fent unto him a meflage 
to defire him to weare his cloth at that time; but in his abfence-his Lady fcorn’d that her hufband 
‘fhould wayte on her brother being as well able to entertain the king as he was, which anfwer he took 
in great difdegne and profecuted the faid Sir John with all malice that could be and amongft other things 
the faid Sir John had a ferry at Warrington which was worth 100 mares by the year unto him there 

being no bridge : and the erle coming to go to London the faid Sir John would not faffer him to pafs 
but forced him about by Manchefter, whereupon the erle bought .a piece of land of one Norris of 
Warrington by which means he was priviledged to ********** on the other fide and fo builded 
a bridge at Warrington on both fides being his own land and the faid Sir John Butler after the bridge 
was builded did notwithftanding exaét and’ take toll and tax of all paflengers as before whereon the 
erle caufed the king to make it free; on that-and fuch like difcontents they tooke armes againf one 
another: and Sir Piers Leigh and William Savage that fided with the erle made ****** upon War- 
rington heath which were to be feen not long fince before the inclofing of the faid heath: fo in the end 
during the uprore they corrupted his fervants and murdered him in his bedde. His lady at that inftant 
being in London did dream the fame nyght that her hufband was flaine and that Bewfey hall did fwym 
with blood, whereupon fhe prefently came homewards and heard"by the way the report of his death.” 


In 
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In ftranger vehicles. “With ’Fatiey’s eye, 9 91 8 
There do I ftill behold the taper fet, es 
With treafon big, blue-gleaming on'the waves 298 9 20% 
There too, again I view, aghafty the band 9)" iB 10% 
Of grim affaflins, murder in their looks; 9 274° 3 tS 
In filence crofs the glitam’ring lake, and'hear’’ © © © wooo!’ 
Yon maffy door hoarfe-creaking on its hinge, 
By trait’rous hands flow2drawn.=-LAh! thefe,behold'h! > | 
The nightly raven, fereaming, flaps his wing) . hin & 
Portending death ; and hark! within, the found - 
Of clafhing arms, horrific, ftuns the ear ! 
Ah! lift the dying groans, the fearful thrieks, | 
The hollow-trampling feet, the murd’rers’ fhout, 
That, mingling in one horrid echo, bid 3 
Ev’n Fancy’s felf, wild- ftarting, hrink appall dt 
Tradition tells, a faithful Negro brav’d — 
Singly their favage rage, and bold oppos’d ~ 
Their paflage to the room, where thoughtlefs flept 
His dearly honour’d thafter, till at laf, 
Overpower’d by numbers, and o'erwhelm’d with wounds, 

Cc Alas! 


St a 
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Alas! he nobly fell. Theit,reeking hands, 

Unfated yet, had ftill to execute 

Deeds of black import,..and dire {chemes, of blood : a 
For ah! unarm’d, and in his bed furpriz’d; 

Vilely they butcher’d the devoted Lord !. , 


Meanwhile a ferving maid, with. pious guile, 2 al 


Bore in her apron, artfully conceal’d, 
The infant; heir); .and, many a danger brav’d,., 
Sav’d him uninjur *d from the rufhian’ s fword, 


The Negro’s valour fav’ring her efcape.* 


For thee, brave Champion of thy houte, for er 
(Thou proof that virtue grows in ev’ ry. foil), 
i5ff 


rts 
Thy truth acquir’d a place i in death, deferv’ 
‘ iT sno nr 


In life fo well, for by thy matter’ s fide 


Sleep thy remains, in honour and i in D peace. t o 
643 vu 7 COLDS" 


* This, as well as that the herojc fervant-above- mentioned Was, 8 MEETS, though nat specified im 
the Bodleian MS. is traditional in the ne 


c) 


+ This faithful: domeftic, as the laft Aldsity aki that could be ‘paid him; was interred with 


Sir John and Lady Butler in the family vault, in a fmall chapel belonging to them within Warrington church,. 
which now belongs to the Athertons of Atherton, and in which the: gures of the unfortunate Knight and’ 


his Lady are reprefented in alabafter lying on a tomb ftone, adorned with curiou {culpture ; and in a 
niche inthe wall 38 fi the Negros in arecmben pole, of ble ie, GAhakded Sati pion. 


Au! 
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Aun! that no lafting monument proclaims © 


To after-times the place, the righteous place, 
Where died the pelf-won' traitor} flain by thofe, 


Who fpurn’d the guilt by which ‘their own ‘prevail’d. 


Such is the pow’r of confcience! villains’ fee * 
With juft, unbiaffed eye what's "fair or bafe,®” 


Where no thick clouds of felfith paffion’ dim 300° 


Th’ impartial, native mittor’of the! minds: 9° 


f 


Au! may no more the murd’rous hand-defile __, 


This rev’rend {pot, or civil Difcord’s rage. 
Moleft the quiet of thefe hoary walls! ; 
No longer form’d to mix among the ftrifes 
Of factious war, or meddle with its cares, . . 
They feck to fpend their facred age in peace,, 
And claim no guardian Genius but the Mufe : 
For now no longer do we dread the pow’r | 
Of hoftile envy or contentious, pride, 
Far happier times are now : thefe ufelefstow’rs 
Sink to decay ; vainly the broad, deep moat 
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Enfolds the manfion: in, its, cizcling. arms, 

Save only to refleé&,the azure’ fy. ei afte: aS 

And beautify the fceng, ,Qler-yonder, bridge. 

~ Leaning with: pliant apgle:in my; hand, 5) 

Oft in its waves I’ve eyed! my dancing, float; .” : 

There eager waited,\till.the: greedy perch,p9.).., 

Pendulous, ftruggled: on, my, waving line 5 

Or gaz’d delighted om, the, faow-white fwany fico) AT 

Smooth-failing on the deep, while, as he view’d 

His form reflééted’in'tHe glaffy plain, 

Moving in flow majeftic {tate long, *” io 10 

His arching neck feem’d conféious of its Pa stup ody fi 

Nor yet unfriendly to the mufing mind, O14 

Or void of pleafing impulfe;” ‘was the fight Oo .taw enoitEt IO 

Of yonder little ifle, where fat higmate, ~ bneql of Asat yodt 

Brooding with pious’ fondnels: nian oa taislo bi 

Her neft with wicker alP around feeur’d 2? 200! 98 von 4 

There merenizing would fhe wafte the whe 19 Yvno alttos 

The tedious day, ‘With fond maternal alt aii) deige: A 05 
juin qoob _,baoid ath ylaisy gyesebrosely 
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Till, burfting from the fhell, the callow young 
Her anxious toil repaid 5 her cygnets then 


With native beauty gliding by her fide. 


Wuo, refting underneath the fpacious fhade 
Of thofe twin: pines, that on the grafly mount,. 
In tow’ring majefty upborne; on high ». 
Stretch wide their mingled branches, cam behold 
The rural beauties of the fimple fcene, 
And not be charm’d?: -O’er yonder floping lawns, 
Whiten’d with grazing flocks, theyeye»can trace 
Awhile the windings! of the fmooth canal, 
Till, hid among the thades of gloomy. woods, 
And lonely dells, \its courfe is feen.no more,: » 
Save that the glimmering fail, between the trees 
Slow-gliding from afar, its path betrays. 
Amid the diftant. meads, and peaceful vales, 
A. thelter'd.farn is {fcatter’d here and there, 
| Whofe fmoke ftrait rifes to the fky. O’er all 
The 
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The village church on yonder upland brow 
Lifts faint its leffen’d fpire, from whence the found 
Of bells harmonious, on th’ attentive ear | 
Now {welling, fading now, falutes the dawn 
With jocund mufic. Stretching far away 
Beyond, the diftant hills, whofe trees and tow’rs 
Dimly appear, veil’d in a purple mift, 
The rural profpe& clofe. On th’ other hand, 
~ Far roves the eye acrofs the dewy plains) | 
Whither yon’hoar, time-tott’ring caftle rears 
Its crumbling ruins on -the-rocky_ hill, 
| Of Norman Lupus once the warlike meed.* 


Where are its tow’ts, its battlements, its walls, 


Ah! feen no more, fave that a’ mould’ring pile, 


: . bs 


V8IISG. flIsga et: iS CHOTi 
é 


* Halton Cattle, which is fappofed to have been built by Hugh Lupus, ‘created’ firit earl of 
Chefter of the Norman line by William the Conqueror, who gave him ‘ this whole county, to hold to 
him and his heirs as freely by the fword, as the king himfelf held England by the crown.” Such are’ 
the terms of the grant. 


lis-719O fit ott op e8tin tinrt! ater 2odW 
Lupus afterwards gave this caftle to Nigellus or Neila, a Norman, when he made him conftable of 


Chefter by tenure and fervice. _ Camden’s Britannia, and King’s Vale Royal. 
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Wrapt in the Ivy’s ftrong embrace, furvives 


To tell the fate that waits all human things. 


Sez! near yon ruftic arch, that ftrides the brook — 


Crofling the tray’ler’s path, the aged oak - 
Extends its with’ring branches o'er the ftream. 
Once, in the vigour of its youthful prime, 
High ’mid the fhades of its far-{preading arms, 
Was form’d an arbour gay, with boarded floor, 
And circling pales neat-fathion’d: overhead 
The covert denfe of intermingling boughs 
Withheld the fummer fun, while whifp’ring cool 
The breezes wanton’d in the ruftling leaves. 
The mind reverting loves to think, how oft 
There have affembled a convivial band, 

Vot’ries of Baccuus, and while frequent bowls, 
And toaft, and fentiment, pafs’d gayly round, 
The fong vocif’rous from Stentorian lungs, 


And roar of merriment have echoed wide: 
; 


’ 


Or 
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Or when the gentler Fair have dard th’ afcent, 
There forming a gay‘circley “met to fip’. 
The fragrant tea (if fragrant tea were known) 
And as their fofter voice in tender airs 
Has join’d the warbling lute, the wond’ring thrufh, 
And redbreaft pleas’d have liften’d to the fong. 
Under its fhade, befide its tangled roots, | 
Let me at eafe Fepole ; and as I gaze 
Upward, and view what Time of thefe has left, 
A ftrageling pale, juft fcatter’d here and there, 
Shall yield fome ufeful leffons | to the mind. 
Shall afk me where are thofe, who there have fat, 
Vot’ries of Baccuus, the convivial band ; 
Or where the Fair, who ventur’d to afcend, 
Forming the fplendid circle ; who could charm 
To duteous filence all the lift aie groves : Ses 
Shall tell me, their foft. voice has long been mute, 
Huth’d in the filent grave j ; the roaring laugh | 
Geas’d, ceas’d for ever ; and that I mayfelf 

Mutt 
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Mutt juft perform Life’s little journey, foon 
To reft in kindred duft, unfeen, forgot} 


Hart! rural Solitude, thou nurfe of Thought, 
Of ev’ry bard the treafure and the praife ! 
None know thy worth, but they who feel the charms 
That Nature fpreads before them; who can {pend 
In filent mufing many a lonely hour, 
Enraptur’d ; who forfake the buftling town, 
And feek thy calm delights, with inward joy, 
Such as he feels, who quits the loathfome damps 
Of a dark cell for liberty and air. 


’Tis here, in love with peace and rural fcenes, 


I can behold their beauties, and awhile . 
Abftraéted from the world and all its cares, 

Can fit, and view its hurry and its crowd, 

Its dreams, and follies, with a tranquil {mile : 

For in the Country’s perce and filent eafe 

I learn to lull each wildly-wand’ring thought 

To {weet compofure: and altho’ ’tis true 


D Society 
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Society has comforts, without which 

Life would be fcarce worth owning, yet at times 
I afk no other friend to fhare my hours 
Than Contemplation: Nature fure has charms, 

That to herfelf can draw the willing mind, 


And with it for a while hold converfe fweet. 


Harx! from the village fpire, the clock’s deep tone 


Dies, murnyring, thro’ the air. And fee! the maid, 


True to the hour, with pail beneath her arm, 
Trips o’er the dews of yonder verdant plain 


RE ee To. fill it with the kind, accuftom’d charge. 


| Knowing her errand, and expeé her hand, 
Nought loth. The lark has wak’d her, as he rofe 
: Befide her cottage window, warbling {weet 
His matin carols to the ruddy Sun, Bis” cr 
Whom thus he hails. She hears him, and obeys. 


The rofeate hue, that tints her blooming cheek, 


>) 


She gains from fcenes like thefe ;Health’s coral fmile 


Plays 


es oe 
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Plays on her lip, and luftre in her eye. 
Say ye, whom, in the city’s fmoke immur’d, | . 7 
The mournful bell, that tolls for noontide itaj'rs, ete 
Wakes with a fearful found, as o’er your cheeks, 
Wan with your midnight revels, ye befpread 
The mockery of health, fay, if your rouge 
Equals the bloom that Nature here difplays. 


Tuere fee the mowers, to their half-done tafk - iad 
Early returning, jocund, o’er the grafs, 
That yefterday they cut: with ftone well-ply’d, . 
Bending, they whet the clear-refounding fteel; 
And now in order plac’d, ftep after ftep, 
Slow-following, with fucceflive well-tim’d ftrokes, 
The fcythe they brandifh: falling at their feet 


In femicircles wide, a mingled heap 


Of feeding ftalks and flow’rs of various hues 
In wild confufion lies, to bloom no more. 


Meanwhile a num’rous train of men and boys, 


D 2 And 
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And country maidens, bearing in their hands 


The rural trophies; cheerfully begin’ I? 
Their seta featter far and’ wide, 


With airy tofs, the odorif’rous Hay 5 


Light burden! While as now the climbing fun, 
In fplendour clad, pours forth his floping rays 


tronger, the field is all a moving {cene 


and bufinefs, mirth and toil. 
the joke and frequent are the laughs, : 
nlivening their labour: on the copfe 

onder hedge, wheré gay the wild-rofe blooms, 
d the copious ‘can, with needful ftore | 
liquor fill’d, and cover’d from the ane ; 
Of bufy flies. ‘Full oft the heated fwain 
Thither is feen to pace, and from the cup 
Firft takes a long, deep draught : then to the fai 
Not afking, but whole Ward ‘Auld’ cheeks b 
Her thirft, flow-carrying, prefents the cup 


With awkward gallantry. Fatigued, the band 
‘ yo Awhile 
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a | 


Awhile repofe: the fun-burnt clown; ‘robuft; s:om 
Pulls on his knee his modeft-looking, fai 
Pleas'd, and yet half afham’d: alvh h 
If from her lips he gains at laft the kif,” 
With many ftruggles won ; nib ey ton fiesic sive | 


nb bids: 


Tho’ her diforder’d locks with many a frown 
Now fhe adjufts, difpleas’d at heart to lofe 
The fragrant prize fhe wifh’d not to withhold.*. ° 
She feeks not to enfnare a captive train 

Of flaves, to grace the triumph of her eyes ; 
Nor, having won her lover’s faithful heart, 
To leave him, proud-exulting in his pains. © 
For him alone the riband gay is feen, 

On Sundays ftreaming in her hat of ftraw, © 
Luring at church unwary eyés from’ pray’rs. 
Still ne 
And 


ro’ the field he ftrives to toil, 


unperceiv'd, they tell their love ’”’ 
In fidelong glances: language fweet ! that {peaks 
* Dum fragrantia detorguet “= ofeula ¥ 


Cervicem, aut facili feevitia ntgat, 
Que pofente magis gaudeat eripi, Hor. 


In 
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In filence more than all th’ affected fop, 
Praétis’'d in F 


Pours i 


ts, with oily tongue, 


*s deluded ears. . 
beftrews his pleafing joys, 
Unblended. with his cares ; for here no fears 
Of rating jealoufy difturb the breaft. 


e knows his maiden true, as fhe her fwain ; 


each be prov’d, for Hymen foon 


age fhall join their willing hands. 


& kind, ye Southern Breezes! blow not yet, 


id your train of gloomy clouds and fhow’rs, 


> 


Wave to the breeze. There Plenty, {miling, f{preads 


elcome now, deform the tranquil fky ! 
But let the frequent wain, unftopp’d by rains, 
Clear the dry hayfield of its dufky piles! 


Wipe-spreaD o'er yonder gently-floping h 


The tender ears of the yet verdant corn 


Her copious horn, and bids Hope’s wiftful eyes 


} Beam, * 
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Beam, void of anxious fear; for foon the plainy |. 
With fummer fir'd, o’ercharg’d with bendi 
Shall afk the fickle, and fhall teeming cro 


The Farmer’s ev'ry wifh, and ev'ry care. 


Here charm’d along the winding walk I ftray, - worl isi W 
Regal’d by grateful fcents unnumber’d: there | 
Mark how the Jafmine throws its graceful {prigs, © 
Joining its fragrance to the op’ning Rofe; » 


While, delicately gay, the varied fhrubs, 
Exotic, fhed their mingled odours round. 

Be lavifh of your fweets, nor {corn to {mile 

In all the full luxuriancy of bloom ; 

Deem not, that here unfeen; or unadmir’d, 

Ye wafte your beauties on the defart air;*. 2 
For he, 1 
A hear 


Withpat 


aims your blufhing honours, owns 


all your charms ; ‘he joins, 


rdour for his country’s weal, » 


* Full many a flower is born to bluth unfeen, 
And watte its fweetnefs on the defartair. Grays) | 


Each 


” ei 
24 BEWS Em. | 
Each graceful virtue, sand each lib’ral tafte, 


Form’d to adorn the Scholar, and the Man. 
iis 


Ties; at the entrance of yon darkling grove, 
Whofe cawing tenants wheel their bufy flight 
With hoarfe and jarring notes, prone-rolling on ' 
With broken waters, flows the rough cafoade ; 
W he nee, vith wild-dafhing noife,)a filver ftream, | 

PMGFEing its OMMit le ing shatly duiftajoatdats 200.5 
eles Bright thro’ the greener mofs meand’ring glides. 

T here could I love to fay, embowr’d in fhade, ‘i 


ning its murmurs, while the dewy  ftar 


_ Of Hefperus foft twinkles thro’ :the trees, 6x. 
~ Set in the trefles of the modeft Eve, 
Slow-ftealing on: while from her thin, grey robe, 
Loofe floating on the air,° behind her hangs . 


Her purple train of gradual-deep’ning fhades 


What time the herdfman o’er the upland brow, * 
With folded arms, light-whiftling, drives along 

His flow-retiring: get peak lowing kine. 

“oat ee When 


— — 
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When too the Fairies on yon flow’ry lawn, 

All dew-befprent, their tiny dances weave, 

By myftic circlets of a livelier green | 
At morn betray'd. And when to thee, O Night, 
Moift Eve, with fond relu€tancy, at laft 

Refigns the calm dominion of the world, 

Dutky, yet fair, not in thy fable gloom 

Wrapt fearful, but in veft ferenely mild, 

There would I ftretch my weary limbs, and loft — 
At once in pleafure and amaze, furvey | 
The vault cerulean, thick-befpangled o’er 

With gems innumerable, fhedding foft, 

With luftre meek, their kind and placid beams. 
Lull'd by the purling founds, if zhen, perchance, 


The hand of fleep fhould ‘o’er my eyelids draw 
The dar . 
In dre 
That ben 
And as I there, in airy grotto laid, 


veil, creative Fancy foon 


bear me to fome craggy cliff, 


s rude brow o’er the ftormy main ; 


Scoop’d in the hollow rock by Nature’s hand, | 
E Th’ 
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Th’ expanded ocean view, the Goddefs then 
Shall change the babbling murmurs in my ears 


Into the furge’s roar, that breaks below. 


Hence let me wander o’er the grafly turf 
To yonder aged wood, whofe time-worn arms 
Spread their romantic beauties, where, perhaps, 
(Full many a year revolv’d) fome untaught bard, 
In whofe rude mind a native fancy. wild 
And undireéted foar’d, has lov’d to mule. 
And in incondite ftrains uncouthly fung: 
_ The Warrior's praife, or doleful ballad penn’d, 
Alas! for want of art, that genius dies 
Obfcure, unheeded, and for ever loft! 
So fleeps the Diamond in its native mine 
Unnotic’d and unknown, ere Art has lent 
Its vivid polith, and call’d forth its flame... 


The folemn fhade, the ftill and filent gloom 3 > 


That mark its inmoft bow’rs, where, clofe-entwin’d, 


The dark-green ivy clafps the aged Oaks, 
Maro 
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Maro himfelf unwilling would have chang’d 

For Hzamus’ gelid grots, and cool retreats.* 

Here may the lover feed his penfive mind 

In folitude congenial ; white-rob’d Peace 

Here with the Nymphs and Dryads loves to dwell. 
With cautious fteps along the mofs-grown ground, 
I pierce amid its glades the thickeft gloom, 
Startling th’ affrighted ftockdove from her neft, 
Whofe fhrill fhrieks echo thro’ the wood. Here, footh’d 
By the dark horror of thefe awful thades 

To penfive Meditation, let me fit, 

And think how oft has o’er thefe mazes trod 

Their fond poffeflor, who, in ancient days, 

His toils for ENcuanp’s glory left awhile, 

Has deign’d to feek thefe cooling fhades, perchance, 

To deck,fome fav’rite arbour, with a hand, 
That pat had not blufh’d to fill. 
What time contending Rofes, white and red, 
Bade civil Difcord wave her bloody flag 


C .stha aitekh O! qui me gelidis in vallibus Hami 
Siftat, et ingenti ramorum protegat umbra! = “Vir. 


E 2 O’er 
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O’er Auzion’s land, and all her ravag’d plains 

With her own youthful heroes’ blood imbrue ; 

When too the regal thunder fudden burft,* 

And crufh’d the folemn abbeys, cloyfters, fanes | 
Monaftic, in one gen’ral wreck, yon pile, 

Unhurt amid the ftorm, beheld them fall. 
While in the abbey’s defolated fhade | 
The lonely owl, fad-hooting, found a home, 

And thro’ its walls the hollow-moaning wind 

Roar’d difmal, Ruin frowning on its tow’rs ; 

While o’er the plain the forrowing minftrels rov’d, 

Lonely, dejected, from their dear retreats 

Exil’d for ever, here, throughout the groves, 

Their wonted fongfters chanted hymns of joy, 

And foothing requiems on the ear of reft. 


Anp thou, O Bewszy, in thofe haplefs times, * 
Haft feen, when o’er the plains Confufion wild 
Upheld its horrid reign, and thro’ the realm 


* Alluding to the diffolution of the monafteries by Henry the eighth. 
Fury, 
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Fury ran fhrieking, in her red right-hand 
Waving the torch of Difcord, while her eyes 
Flafh’d terror ; follow’d at her heels Affright, 
All-pale, diftra&ted ; and where’er fhe went, 
Fell Devaftation hail’d her, as his queen. 
Then fcar’d Religion her celeftial face 
Turn’d from the dreadful fcene, and, o’er her fall 
In forrow mufing, dropt a pious tear. 
Yet foon fhe fmil’d again ; again fhe rofe 
In fairer majefty, and wide diffus’d 
A purer luftre o’er th’ enlighten’d land. 
As when in fummer the conflicting pow’r 
Of angry fkies in tumult {weeps the plains, 
And ftormy rains, and winds, fire, thunder, mix’d 
Deal ruin round, and awe a trembling world ; 
No fooner ends their rage, than thro’ the clouds 7 | , 
Shines forth the radiant fun; then all the fields 3 
A brighter verdure wear, and thro’ her tears 
The weeping rofe with frefhen’d beauty fmiles. 
Thou, Bewssy, faw’ft, when from the thackles freed - 
Of 
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Of flavith ignorance, and prieftly pow’r, 

Fair Science on our ifle began to dawn 

Thro’ mifts of fuperftition and deceit. 

The fount of learning, which monaftic hands 
Watch’d with Hefperian care, nor gave to flow, 
Now ftream’d irriguous in a thoufand rills, 
With genial tide enriching ev'ry plain. 

The mind of man unfolded, as the bud 

Which kindly funs expand into a flow’r. 
Night’s gloom retir’d, till gradual o’er the land 
A flood of daylight pour’d its cheering rays, 
Thou faw’ft, in juft gradations, ev’ry age 
Improve in art and genius, till the gem 


Of {mooth refinement all its luftre thew’d. 


Now thou behold’ft fair Commerce, all her. fears 
Giv’n to the winds that waft her, dare to roam 
To fouthern climes, that view their funs defcend 
On men yet rude, on manners yet unfchool’d, 


Where never Science fhew’d her face benign, 


rw, 


ee 
———— 
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Or heav’n-born Genius fmil’d. Thou fee’ft her fly, 
Where northern funs prolong their feeble reign, 
And vainly fhed one unremitting day 

To burft the gates that envious Nature bars. 
Thou fee’ft her on the bofom of the deep 

Ride, proud-returning with the gather’d fpoils - 
Of ev’ry country to enrich her own. 

So when a fhepherd, who has liv’d retir’d 

In his own native vale, and ne’er has ftray’d 
Beyond the hamlet that affords him food, . 

If chance or bufinefs calls to roam abroad, 

From fome high hanging fteep, amaz’d, he views 
Lakes, rivers, cities, palaces, and tow’rs ; 

His thoughts expand, and having feen and join’d 
The hum of men, he looks with other eyes 

Than thofe of late on his own humble cot, 


And village church that once he deem’d fo great. 


Tuov, venerable pile, through many an age 


Succeflive-rolling, haft furviv’d to fee 
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Thefe wond'rous changes, and furviveft ftill. » 

While thy contemporary manfions, fall’n 

Around thee, moulder in the duft unfeen, 

Thou yet among us rear’ft thy rev’rend head, 
Fond-lingering ; thou haft brav’d the Tempeft’s rage, 
The war of elements, the fap of Time. 

O! may’ft thou yet long flourifh, and thy age 
Slowly decline, uninjur’d and in peace ! 

O! may’ft thou fee thy honour'd Founders’ fons, 

Still as thou falleft, o’er their fathers rife 


More brave and virtuous, as they are more free ! 


THE ,END. 


al 


